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I8HAIX not ltart borne, and me mother,
for Mile. Cleo de Merode. I herewith
decline to cnt ont the fforceonslv de-

generate prince who cabled over for a
floral mountain, with which to greet this
alleged enchantress upon her arrival at
Dlngley's domain. He can have her, with
her "mystic" beauty, her Bottlcelllan coiffure,her persistent "te-he-he," and even
%ny terpslchorean "talent" that she may
fceveal to-morrow night at Koster & Blal's.
He will be securing a neat head and a

%>sir of shapely legs. In the fond belief that
It Is a woman.
For Mile. Cleo de Merode Is a neat head

^and a pair of shapely legs, and she is
bothing more. The head is covered on tbo
butslde with a rlppliDg mass of dark velvethair. In the Inside It is absolutely unfurnished.I defy you to discover any cerebralfurniture. I snap my fingers at every
interviewer who has tackled her. I laugh
At the Insensate twaddle that a misguided
duty has prompted. I have studied her in
her own "apartment," at the Rue des
Capucines, In Paris, and in Mr. Alfred
Aarone's apartment, chez Messrs. Koster
A Blal, of New York, and 1 say that half
'of the rhapsodies to which we havt listenedwith pained ears are Insults to the
Intelligence of the American people.
Oleo's beauty vogne In Paris Is entirely

due to the fact that her type is an unnsual
one there. They are accustomed In the
French metropolis to the women who
make themselves up la Imitation of the
farouche Impertinence of the bulldog.
Cleo Is not farouche, and she la not Impertinent.The slightly mystic atmosphere
that surrounds her appealed Irresistibly
to the degeneration of Paris. For mystv
etsm and eroticism are very closely contacted.and Paris at the end of the nineteenthcentury is perfectly disposed to
grow paretlo&lly enthusiastic over the

>i$mblance ef a nun. To the American and
fcngllsh eye Gleo Is a pretty girl, of the
type that you can find luxuriant In Grand

fetreet. She has the American petlteness of
jfeature that Is alwayB popular abroad, butI tf you wont to see that petlteness of featJ
tire more cunningly, more wlnsomely and
more Intelligently expressed, just go and
jure at aiarie studholme.
Ha! Ha! Ha! How they mtiat he *cream

v|n;tn their aleevea to Paris at the news

|»f Cleo'B gigantic "reception" to this vast
Republic, Quel potln, meg freres, about the
terely little ballet girl, who has managed
[to get herself talked about. In Paris they
IArrer mistake notoriety for fame. The
|£onner has a dark halo an to itself. Thefatter Is blasoned as a temlaeue disk, la
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New York the terms
are synonymous, and

though she were the
most famous thing 1
on earth.a sort of
epoch In the artistic.
May I laugh? May I say "Ha, He. Hat*'
once more? Consider that I have said Itwithout your permission.
I shall not leave home and me mother forMllo. Cleo de Merode. Bet the table,mother dear, and put my slippers by the

hearth. Your Alan will not be temptedfrom hln nwrn drool''".* «» ,A *. AV 1 '

ua-io, uy me llgnilysalaried lady who has come to us condescendinglyfor a few thousand-dollar
weeks. Cleo's "renown" has been ascribedby a few to her hair, which hangslike portieres oyer her ears. I don't like
It. I am fond of an ear or two upon a
pretty girl. It is a sort of prejudice that
I own in common with a few others. It
must be fearfully awkward for that degenerateprince to pour his soul into the
Merode'e eara. I Imagine the sensation of
being obliged to say, each time that be
lias a sweet nothing to whisper. "Do you
mind lifting np your hair, dear, so that
I can tell you that I love you?" Ears
that never ache are poems. Rhymesters
compare them to corallne sea shells, to delicatelytinted moulds, and all that sort
of thing. A woman minus ears is about
as pleasant an Institution as a woman
without a nose. The object that can poasioivhe crainpd is the nunlrlonoo n*

odious vulgarity known aa "diamond solitaires."The Merode woman can never
sport them unless they pass through her
tresses. The Merode coiffure will never be
popular with our leading ladies. Imagine
the unfortunate actor condemned to plough
his way through a mass of towsled hair in
order to kiss.as they always kiss on the
stage.the ear of his charmer I
The Interviewers amused me. Positively

they did. They made her say such lovely
things from their own cultured minds. She
talked as vivaciously, appears it, as did
Yvetts Qgilbert, who is half brain., or as
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did Anna Held, who V

and any topics'of the
clay. And I felt
gloom fly, for a moWment or two, that I
must have been an
utter failure In Paris. I have seen her
again. I have verified my Summer opinions,and I herewith repeat that Cleo de
Merode has scarcely wit enough to say
"Bo!" to a goose.
The ballet girls.$15 per week.in "Nature,"or some of the bovine damsels In

"In Town" are sprightly compared with
Cleo de Merode. She has not a solitary
idea In her head. Her hair seems to ex|e'ucle any ray of intelligence from pene.atlnv.She 1st the rtosnerntlrtn of the inter.

viower, and I felt genuinely sorry when I
saw that bevy of humorous young men at
Koster & BinJ'» last Monday, trying to e»
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head is cover*

unfurnished.
tort Klondike nuggets of informationfrom her utterly
unresponsive lips. As a rule
the Frenchwoman is one of
the wittiest conversationalIstson earth. The commonestParisienne can Interest
y°i. Even the wasberwomanof Paris say bright things,
while the saucy lydles who
lreQuent the Cafe des Princes
are veritable champagne bot&j\3g^jjrties of effervescence. Cleo
reminds me more than anythingof a Swedish servant
girl, from whose heavily encrustedbrains nothing ever

I emanates.
Strange to say tbls utterly

uneducated dulness Is not apparentIn her face. That is
the discouraging point. You
think you are vla-a-vls to a
Jolly, splrltuelle woman who
Is going to epigram you Into
ecstasy. You are prepared to
wallow in her scintillations,
and lowl you are confronted
with a speechless wax doll.
The lady from whom I can
fail to abstract a few pleasingremarks is quite an unusualcreature. I've made
premieres Wax lively, and
Wagnerian devotees give
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Ille. Clco de Merode is a neat head an

cd on the outside with a ripplingf ir

I defy you to discover any cerebral i
forth gems. My Idea was, when I saw
Cleo for the second time, to egg ber on to T
some expansive topic, and let her go. She E
is (juite uneggablc.
"Do you remember my calling upon ycu

In Paris?" I ashed, just to pave the way
for something, and not in the least interestedto know whether she remembered
me or not. P
"Te-he-he!" she tittered. "Te-he-he! I 111

remember you perfectly. Te-he-he!" 111
xuio >yuo iii/i in vliixig. jl mil not. very par-

tlal to being te-he-he'd at. Tien MMe. de fl
Merode sat quite still and played with a lr

handkerchief, perfumed with some of those 'r

detestable odors that women patronize.
She looked out of the Window. She panted p'
a little lon account of the heat. She took p'
a look out of the corner of her eyes at
my perplexed entity, and there she sat,
carefully posing for nothing at all.
"You told me," I went on heavily, like gthe ploughman In Gray's "Elegy," home-

pward plodding Ms weary way."you told ^me that you dreaded coming to America on ^account of the crossing. Was It so very V
bad?"
She considered for a moment, then hor pjlips bulged, and she said: "Te-he-he! No. ^I was able to endure It. Te-he-he! The

Americans on board were very kind to me. .(
They taught mo the two-step. Te-he-he 1 j(
Te-he-he!" r.

"And you liked the two-step?"
"Ob, yes, I Uked It. Te-he-he!" fl,
I got up and walked about, nervous as a

cat. She didn't mind In the least. She gj
continued to wave her handkerchief back-! ..

ward and forward, and to sit still as w
though she were waiting for something. m
And I said to myself, "Ichnbod! My reputatlonIs off." For It dawned upon me that
I had undertaken a horrid mission, and I r,
felt vexed. j1(
"Your dances," I said, returning to her.

"are, I believe, what they call classical
dances, are they not?" *0
"Classical?" she repeated, in parrot-like

Ignorance. "Classical Te-he-he! What «

do yon mean? Ancient? mols, oul, I have
danced ancient dances, sarabands and ga- r£
vottes, and all that sort of thing. My ^
dances are just usual dances, you know, c.
ID snort SKirts or tarlatan, is tfcgt wnat |jyouwant to knoW Te-he-he! Te-he-he!" a.
She wriggled a little In her chair as si

though quite aware that she was not
doing herself Justice. She looked rather ^
uncomfortable, and the rug of hair must as
have been terrifically warm. I felt in- a;
clined to say: "Put back your hair. Uleo, Bt
and don't mind me. I won't tell anybody." Si
If I could have put her at her ease by a
taking off my collar or my coat I would hi
have done It. It seemed dreadful to see F
her there, stewing in hair, for the sake of c<
a musty old Botticelli and a silly reputa- g
tion! tl
"How grieved they must have been In oi

Paris to lose you," I went on, butting
against the stone wall of her silence. "Who s1
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id a pair of shapely lees, and she ts

lass of dark velvet hair* In the
:urniture."
"I do not care. Why should I care?
o-he-he!" she replied, and I thought of
[arr'et Vernon's 6ong:
She always answered tlng-a-Iing-ling,

'Twbb all that she could say.
She seemed to live on ting-a-llng-a-ling

By night as well ar day.
"Yet you never tvere a premiere at the
aris Opera House?" This I thought
light rile her and open the floodgates of
er eloquence.
For a moment she appeared to be a
me nonplussed. A queer expression came
ito her Ingenuous, nunlike face. For an
istant It struck me that Mile. Cleo de
[erode could be easily Infuriated and des-!
srately vexed In her own interior. She
trrled my question.
" I have appeared In various ballets, in
Ice little parts," she said. " I have been
t the Opera House for years."
Then silence.silence deep and awkward,
he enjoyed It in a sort of unthinking reose.I hated it. I drew a design of the
oster and Bial carpet with my foot and
igeted. Phew I It was warm and stifling
wondered what the Prince said to Cleo
hen he needed a little conversational reast.And the Interviewers.poor boys!
fter all, a dummy grows fatiguing, and a

ooden Indian outside a cigar shop could
larcely be agreeable In a solitude a dem.
llotlc Ideas surged through my mind,
uppose I stuck a pin In her. Would she
ly anything? Suppose I Jumped up, and,
propos of nothing at all, danced a can-

in. Would she be moved to some expresonof disgust? To business once more.

You may like America so much that you
ill never want to go back to Paris, madeolselle?"(Poor me. reduced to such
unalltlea.)
"Te-he-he!" she crledt "Oh, te-he-he! I
>nlly must go back, you know. Oh, te-

"But suppose," I said, pushing aside the
-he-hes, "you meet some rich American
whom your beaute de diable is a bewll

rlngjoy. and he ashed you to marry him.
hen you wouldn't go back, would you?"
The servaat-girlism of her mind was
ither tickled at this. Sarah Jane is alaysamused when you telf her that you
mght a glimpse of her "young man" in
le kitchen. Cleo may own the saintly
?peet of a nun.I am willing to admit that
le does.but she has the Intellectual-
y of a cook or housemaid. And so she t

as really amused at my inane remark.
i an Intelligent woman would hare been
isgusted with It. She aaid seventeen con- !,
:cutive "Te-he-hes'V-for I counted 'em.
he te-he-he'd so persistently that Mr. !,
nrons came In to congratulate me on mv

it. She te-he-bed so vociferously that M.
orbet, the Folies-Bergere agent, who ac-

smpanied her, and who is a very witty
entleman, entered In tlie dreadful notion
lat I was turning out attractive, in spite
' my appearance.
"Would you Btay under those clrcum-'
tances?" I persevered, angry at everybody.
"T*-h«-h«l Ha," ah« cried. "I couldn't.
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nothing more The
inside it is absolutely

I really couldn't. To-be-be! Mamma t*
with me, you know. Te-he-he."
"Did mamrha come to take care of you?"
"To take care of me? What do you mean?

To take care of me? Oh, I understand.
No-no-no. Te-he-he! Te-he-he! I could
really have come by myself. I am not at
all afraid. But I like company, you knew.
Te-he-he!"
Then I sought for Parisian news. I tried
u uv uui i>" iue suojecc 01 i vetco
Gullbert. She lmd heard of Yvette. Yeo,
Mile. Gullbert was still quite successful
In Paris, she believed. Te-he-he. And Miss
Held. Miss Held? Yes, she had heard her
name. No, she was not in Paris at the
present time. Te-ho-be. And Sarah? We'l,
the Renaissance was closed at the present
time. Most of the theatres In Par's were
closed. They were generally closed at tbu
t'me of year. Paris was very warm and oppressive.Te-hei-he. And JDuse? Yes, It
was really true that Duse had been much
talked of In the French metropolis. And
from what she had heard, Mile, de Merode
opined that there was very good reason for
the Italian actress' success. Te-he-he.
Not startling news, you will admit.

Nothing very spicy, feminine or unique
about It. Then I put a few more questions.
Dl.d she bicycle? Yes, she bicycled, t»he-he!id she enjoy outdoor amusement?
Yes, she enjoyed outdoor amusement. T»he-he!And so on. I could have safely
nsked her any question on any topic, and
put as much into the question as I chose.
It would have made no difference. Mile,
de Merodc's brain is hermetically closed.
She is a Parisian topic, minus the Parisian
atmosphere.
Of course, these are difficult days for

music hall managers. Everybody has been
here, from Otero to the Harrisons, and
Chevalier to Cissy Loftus. The only thing
to do Is to malm stars.to brew Vm aa
you wottlfi beer. Mile, de Mero reputationIn the gallant world of Paris.a
hemisphere diametrically opposed to the
artistic world.has been utilized, and she
has been brought over one-headed, but disposedto startle. May I never hr.ve to
chat with her again! That is the fate
that I wish myself. At her own heme, or

at anybody else's, she 1« precisely t s 'i i
same insipid, uninteresting and aggressiyi
iy placid.
So inpeh for Cieo de Merode as a woman.

We must disagree with the Parisian "Stlcnateof her. If we approve of her as an
artist we shall also disagree with that
tlmate. Bo In any case New York ainl Parii
will probably differ. Cleo must have been
the heroine of Harriet Vernon's song.
Whenever I see her I shall hum:
She always anawered tlng-a-ling-a-ling. "IVaa

all that she could say.
She seemed to live on tlng-a-llng-a-liiig by nlgnt

as veil as day.
And I repeat that I shall never leave home
and me mother for Cleo.
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